CHAPTER TWO

I WAS wakened quite early by sounds from the
kitchen, one door of which was immediately under my
window. I pushed open the shutters and saw with delight
an almost perfectly dear sky; the garden was still wet
and glittering from a recent shower, and a bluish haze
coloured the air* I was just going to shut my window
again, when a boy came running out of the vegetable
garden towards the kitchen. It was difficult to guess his
age, for his face looked three or four years older than the
rest of his body, which was badly deformed; his twisted
legs gave him the most peculiar lurching gait and he
progressed obliquely, or rather by a series of springs,
almost as if he had a difficulty in getting one foot safely
past the other. Obviously this must be Casimir, the
Abb6*s pupil An enormous Newfoundland dog kept him
company, gambolling at his side and jumping up at Htm
with boisterous affection. The dhilcLkept hiirt off as best
he could, but just as they reached the kitchen, the
dog, with a sudden bound, knocked him completely
over and sent him rolling in the mud. A stout
kitchen wench darted out, exclaiming as she picked the
child up:

"Well, I never! A nice mess you're in now! Lord!
How does the boy manage it! An't you been told scores
o* times to leave Terno in the stable? Come along in
with you and get wiped___"

She dragged him into the kitchen. Just then there was
a knock at my door; a maid had brought me my hot
water. A quarter of an hour kter the breakfast bell rang.

As I entered the dining-room, "Madame Flodae,"
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